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A  3  vi  a  E,  . 

io  drinkers*  to  v&kich  are  adde4 

IloniCt  sweet  sweet  home  Wallrfee's  Ldmenl. 

Cornel  and  Flora.  Here,  is  the  gl;en. 

Oh  hey  Jehny  iad^  and  Charlie  is  m/ 

^    1)  aeLIMG. 
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The  jplpci  s  advice* 


New  my  pra*  ponnie  ladi  I  wul*  juit  t«ll  you  what), 

wbene*er  that  jou*l  toon  bj  the  «toup-whi»Vy 
ill  ii«?arty  goot  freenships,  your  whisles  po*  wai,  ^ 

jast  tuek  the  goot  trims  but  co  fill  jour»«l»  iovC 
Fcr  oich  1  pe'  sin  fa*  pe  shame  fu'  an*  a' 

to  fill  youraels  fa'  ai  pe  hauJ  pti  the  wa\ 
Or  toon  in  the  tirty  bole  gutters  pe  h\ 

fto*  wallow  the  niirsiike  the  mtiikle  plack  ft3w, 

Sh«*i  s«re  gin  you  juist  tak  the  troublei  pe  look, 

the  place  I'm  forgot  in  the  pia*  bible  puck, 
Ps  tell  you  that  you  ta'  wi'  trapies  niocht  tuek, 

for  goot  o'  ta'  pody  no  ill  yourgell  fuV 
Ifou  mocht  tuekit  ae*  glasa  you  ttiocht  tuekii  t«?f, 

yon  rabcht  tuekit  tan  for  pe  help  him  awa' 
But  oich  dinna  tuek  bim  to  gar  yoursela  fa*, 

for  that  wad  play  tamn  aa'*  hellnationa  tri'  you 

Tlifi  whiskys  pe  goot  when  ta'  pelly  pe  «or@, 

pe  gGst  when  thone  heelanman  trawg'umsclajxacrt* 
For  ten  he'l  perform  ta*  great  wonders  galyorc, 

Sae  lang  as  ta'  dirk  or  ta'  skcan  stood  true, 
Pe  goot  for  ta'  peoples  in  ail  s^rt  o*  atation, 

if  tbey  wjl  pe  use  her  in  due  poaeration,^  ) 
But  when  they'll  pe  puse  herwi*  toxification, 

far  pett^r  pe  fuicht  wi'  ta*  rouckle  plack  tell. 


Th*  whiflkyi  pre*(i       ah'  it'  whiskys  pretd  wo«, 
the  whiskya  pe  frcen*  an*  ta'  v/liiskys  pe  fot, 

An*  shutt  as  you'll  treat  him  he'll  sbust  uscf'  you  «c, 
kicBt  goods  an'  hiras  ncTili  sbust  pend  upon  yovT, 

An'  now  my  pra'  lad«  thifl  goot  vice  I  will  git, 
frb«ne*cr  that  you'll  meet  wi*  the  ehone  parley  pree', 

Shuit  tuck  your  goot  glas«'i  me  twa  nor  tbret, 
put  oich  tuckit  care  no  pe  piper  bitch  l^u', 

HOME^SWEET  I50ME. 
Sea  to  mnsic  l\y  Bkhop» 
Mid  pleaaurei,  and  palaces,  tbo'  we  Hiay  roam, 
Be  it  ever  so  humble  there's  no  place  like  home, 
A  charm.froiri  the  skies  seenis  to  hallow  us  there. 
Which,  "seek  through  the  world,  is  ne'er  met 
witli  elsewhere. 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home. 
There's  no  place  like  hom®^ — ^there's  no  placs 
like  home. 

Ah  exile  from  home,  splendour  dazzles  in  vain, 
O  gire  me  my  lowly  thatch'd  cottage  again; 
The  birds  singing  gaily  that  came  at  my  call, 
Give  me  them,  urith  thy  peace  ofmiad,  dearer 
than  all. 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 
There's  no  place  hke  home — there's  no  place 
like  home. 


4^ 

To  me  thou  ca^S^  gM?  Sfe?" 

My  brave  Caledaijianf,^^  f  Cf . 

Aud  thy  streams  are /^^p^iip^*!^  ^ifh 
tlxQ  blood  pf  th$  §1^65' 

fkmi^Pmw^  f§  iw  m  mm§ 
fmf  hfii  ^^^i  m&Mi  §im 
.  whmmMh      ,      , , 
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COKSEL   AND  FtOHA, 

Dark  ioiroi^  /i-c  iJ^j^j'it  o'cj-  die  wi.de 
stormy  luriin,  .(  a>T2.in> 

TiJi  -pild   H:^y  rACti.ing  i'irc  cheeriui 
!  mom  retunss  lo  veyisic  tie  sliore. 
^Ajt  Cooncl  .r€U^i:;s  co  hi*  Fiora  iioriaore 

Xxu'see  on  yon  izou'.^LiIu  the  cia:k  clojid 
(>rd^-yfi^,  { the 

§  wmli  m  Miw^rm  m8§§ 
ri  Hi^  wt^  mf  semii  Mimi  km 

if 

Urn  i§    gtes/  m4  hm  tewfi 
m§  4lk^  Ml  M  ^rf^  fewi 
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Tbi  not  Maria*s  wbispering  calh-^ — 
'Tis  but  tbe  balmy  breathing  gale, 
Mixt  with  soiree  warbler's  dying  fali^ 
i'he  dewy  star  of  eve  to  hail.  ' 

It  is  Maria's  voice  I  hear, 
So  calls  the  wood-lark  in  the  grove^ 
Jfis  little  faith fnli  mate  to  cheer, 
At  once  *tis  inusic— and  'tis  love* 

And  art  thou  come,  ar;d  art  thoii-true; 

0  Vv'elcome  dear  to  love  and  me; 
And  let  us  all  our  vows  renew, 
Along  the  flowery  banks  of  Cree. 

Och  bey,  JolmQy  iad, 

Oeh  hey  Jonny  lad! 

Ye*  er  no  sae  kind\s  ye  soud,  hae  been: 

Och  hey,  Johnny  lad  ! 

Ye  didna  keep  your  tryst  yestreen; 

1  waited  lang  beside  the  wood, 
Sae  wae  an^  weary  a.my  lane; 
Och  hey,  Johnny  lad  ! 

It  wasawaefu  nght  yestreen* 

I  looked  by  the  whinny  knowe, 
I  looked  by  the  firs  sae  green 
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1  looked  0*  er  the  spunkie  iiowe, 
An,  ay  I  thought  ye  wad  ha  ^e  been. 
The  ne*er  a  supper  crost  my  craig, 
The  ne'er  a  sleep  his  clos't  my  een? 
Och  hey,  Johnny  lad  ! 
Ye'  re  no  sae  kind  s  ye  soud  hae  l^een. 

Gin  ye  war  waitin  by  the  wood, 
Its  I  was  waitin  by  the  thorn; 
I  thought  it  was  the  place  we  set, 
An,  waited  maist  till  dawning  movn 
But  be  au  vext,  my  bonnie  lass, 
Let  ray  waiting  siaii.for  thine; 
We,iiawa  to  Birkton  shaw, 
And  seek  the  joys  we  tint  yestreen/  -  . 

March  to  the  Battlefield, 

'  March  to  the  battle  field, 
The  foe  is  now  before  us; 
Each  heart  is  fredom's  shield; 
And  heaven  is  smiKng  o>er  ua 

The  woes  and  pains,  the  galling  chains. 

Which  kept  our  spirits  m-der, 
In  proud  disdain  we,ve  broke  again, 

And  tore  each  link  asunder' 
March  to  the  battle  field,  &c 

Who  for  his  country  brave, 
Would  fly  from  her  invader? 


Wbo,  his  baee  IMe  to  save. 

We'll  gitin  a  cmwri     togfci  fe^^^wrij 
Or  «3ie  oJif-  rights  msiintammgi 
MatcH  to  tiie  battle  field,  ~/?^e, 

Charlie  Is  iriy^  D'arllflg. 

t!batlie  is  ntj'  darling, 
-   my  (]ar}in|T|  iiiy  darHifg,  ^ 
Oj  Charlie  is  my  darlingj 
the  Tbun/t  Chevaliet. 
'TW^^  bii  a  fnoocl.n'  iiJyriilng,- 

rjght  early  in  the  year, 
When  Charlie  came  to  our  town, 

the  young  Ghevalicr. 
As  he  came  marchi!ig  up  the  street 

the  pipes  play'ci  loud  sad  clear; 
And  a'  the  folk  came  runninsf  out 

o 

to  meet  the  Chevalier. 

O,  Charlie  is  my  darling,  &e, 
^-Wr  Highland  bonnets  on  their  heads, 

arid  claymores  bright  and  elai:; 
They  came  to  fight  for  Saotlalid*,4  right. 

and  the  young  Ghevalier; 
They're  left  their  bonny  Highland  l^ill, 
their  «vit^s  and  bairnies  d^ar; 

f  8  iriw  ihi  %miA  m  ^^mim^^s  lord, 

D,  Charlie  k  my  darliijg^ 


